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THE COWARD OF REGIMENT
By H. M. Egbert

(Copyright, 1916, W. G. Chapman.)
A hero? I? Louis, whom you

boys surnamed Louis the Debonair,
because of my atmosphere of general
well-bein- Listen, then, and I shall
tell you the truth about my exploit.

I am not ashamed to say that when
Gen. Joffre ordered me from my po-

sition as typewriter to the commis-
sariat department to share in the
perils of the trenches my first im-
pulse was to fly. I, a man of 47,
with a girth larger than I care to
think about, and a family of seven,
a beloved wife in Paris weeping her
eyes out, should I then play the
hero?

No, gentlemen.- - It was my firm re-

solve from the moment I was ordered
to the front, that I would be taken
prisoner. Better starve in a Boche
prison camp than lie, a corpse, upon
the plains of Champagne!

In our trench we were only 40 feet
from the enemy. They used to shout
brutal taunts at us and our men re-
plied with jests. We painted sausages
on paper and stuck them over the
parapet to be fired upon. The bullets
whizzed above my head and made
me tremble. The exchange of pleas-
antries was horrible in the presence
of death.

A hero? I had less wish to be a
hero than anything I know of. I must
be taken .prisoner. But how? My
nerves were all unstrung by the ter-
rible noise of the cannonades. The
shells flew over us. Sometimes great
craters were formed by the explosion
of the hideous missiles which were
called Jeansans. I trembled, I
feared. I could not hide my coward-
ice. Nor did I wish to do so. I would
have been branded a coward forever
ii only I could have been restored to
my weeping Annette and my darling
Jean, Pierre, Marie, Antoine, Louis,
Philipps and Auguste.

At last--I summoned courage to so
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to my coloneL "My colonel," I said,
"I am useless here. I am a family
man and my nerves will not endure
this strain. When I must die, let it
be of apoplexy or measles, not of a
Jeansan. Send me to the rear in'
charge of the regimental commisar-i- at

supply."
The colonel was an older man than

I. He struck me in the stomach,
causing a pain most acute.

"We shall teach you, Louis," he
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said. "Tonight you will go out on lis-

tening patrol!"
I nearly swooned at the brutality

of his words. I knew what that por-
tended. The listening post, between
the lines, where the star rockets
went up, disclosing all who were
above the trenches, exposing them
to those hideous shells. I fell upon
my knees,
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